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"So, what's the plan for tonight?" Lars plonks himself down on the second couch, right across the coffee table 


from me, cradling what, by now, has to be the last survivor of the six-pack 


"I thought you were getting me another one too?" | don't bother answering Lars’ question, just notice he's 


helped himself to another drink and forgotten about my empty bottle. 


“There's none of yours left! What the fuck kind of friend do you think | am? | would have gotten it if it was 
fucking there!" 


"Okay... | pause, Turning the information over, trying not to jump to conclusions. / was out of beers, yet Lars 


still had some left. 


"What are we? Fucking seventeen? Fucking scraping for enough cash to get our ‘own’ beers?" | go to get up, 


planning on draining each and every one of the stingy fuck's beers. 

"Sit the fuck down, moron - this was the only beer left in the fridge. | got off my ass to get it, so it's fucking 
mine. Simple shit Hetfield" Lars sits back and takes a long pull off the bottle, smugly staring me down as he 
swallows. 

"Fuck you too then," | smirk, getting up and going to the bar and my secret stash.. not of beer, but of whisky. 


"Hey..." | glance over to see Lars curling his lip at his beer and eying the bottle in my hand. 


"Yeah? | got up to get it, so fuck you," | pour myself a generous measure, smiling, and leave the bottle on the 


bar. 

Lars sighs and purses his lips, getting pissy as he does when his words are turned against him. Serves the 
fucker right though, selfish prick. He tucks his legs up tighter and focuses on the TV, suddenly finding the 
commercial about detergent the most fascinating thing since sliced bread. 

"Aww, 's alright Lars, you can have one after you finish your precious beer" 


All| get in reply is his middle finger thrust forcefully into the air between us. 


Fine, if that's the way he wants to fucking be. | thought this was supposed to be a fucking relaxing night. | 


sure as hell ain't feeling very relaxed right now. 
"Fucking chill Lars! Fuck! There's a whole fucking bottle up there!" Fucking whiny fuck. 
‘lm over it, James. You didn't answer my question though. What's the plan for tonight?" 


"| dunno," | shrug, feeling just a bit more stupid for getting snappy myself. "Just sit and chill? Have a few 
drinks?" 


"Yeah man, sounds good. Are there any movies on tonight?" Lars kicks off his shoes and gets comfy, making 
himself at home on my couch as he has so mony times before. 


| flick through the channels, seeing what's on and what's starting next. It looks pretty hopeless. There's some 


romantic comedy shit and some Disney fucks prancing around.. 
"This is the shit!" | grin as | flick onto the next channel and catch the ass of some chick bouncing in front of 
the camera. It's only when she moves a bit more that | realize it isn't a movie with a sex scene in it - but a 


movie made specifically about and for sex. 


“Alright! Porn!" Lars sits up straighter and leers at the TV. 


"Dick," | half-heartedly reply, but my concentration's already on the chick's mouth as she sucks off some dude 


with a monster-sized cock. 

Oh yeah.. thats the way..'| wish Lars wasn't here. This chick gives great head, and my cock's already throbbing 
its agreement. Lars glances over at me, a sly grin on his face, and | should know I'm in trouble. By now, | really 
should. 

"This chick's hot, hey Het?" 

"Yeah. Looks like she gives great head, too." 

"You know who else gives great head?" 

Oh fuck.. here we go. Whenever Lars gets talking about his latest chick, or some groupie back on the last tour, 
| tend to tune out. Its the same thing every time. Lars isn't exactly adventurous in bed.. from what he tells 
me, anyway. It's always her sucking him off, him getting a feel, then getting it up her and fucking her good. 
Yawn. | groan and raise an eyebrow in his direction. 

"Well, there was this chick | met when | was back home the other year. Don't know what her name was, but 
she was so good, she did this thing where.. well, you know. That thing chicks sometimes do, to make you come 


real hard..." He trails off in his own memories and thank fuck for that. 


| get up and go to the bar, bringing the whisky and a spare glass back with me, then set them on the coffee 
table. It's going to be one of those nights apparently. 


"Best fucking blow-job you'll ever get!" He states with finality. Yeah, right. 
"What about what's-her-name in England? | thought she gave the best head?" 


"Oh... well, yeah, she was pretty good. Did you do her too? Did ya? | told you she'd be fucking ready that next 
show, didn't |?" 


"Yeah, she was there and waiting. Fucking hot lips on that one." Very hot lips, in fact. The girl could suck like a 
Hoover and wanted to prove it. | could have gone back to that one for seconds. 


"Hal Told yal Fuck yeah.." Lars drifts off, splashing whisky in his glass and sitting back, nursing it with a 
dreamy look on his face. "Did she do that thing with her tongue? You know, where she wraps it around and 


then drags it up over-" 


"Yeah, she did" | cut him off before he gives a blow-by-blow account of the chick's talents. My pants are 


starting to get uncomfortable over here and l'd rather not have him notice that! 


| quickly down my drink and pour another. | think I'm gonna need it. Lars is still looking at me and | can tell he 
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isn't going to let the topic drop that easily. 
"You ever had a chick do that thing to you, James?" 


"What thing?" Did | miss something here? | thought we were talking about blow jobs. Sure I've had that done to 


me! 

"That thing where they stick their finger up your ass, like | was talking about before." 

~ | guess | did miss something. 

In my shock | choke on the mouthful of whisky I'd just taken, doubling over and coughing. 

"Fucking warn me, would ya?" 

"Hal That's what | fucking said to her, man!" Lars cracks up laughing, clutching his stomach with one arm. 


| laugh with him, partly at his comment, and partly at the way he starts to curl up as he laughs himself 
hoarse, wiping his eyes helplessly. Okay, it wasn't quite that funny. 


I'm still chuckling - mostly at him - as he rights himself and mumbles into his drink. It's a miracle | caught 


what he said, but somehow l'm not sure | was supposed to. 


"| came pretty fuckin’ hard after that though." He tilts his head a little, swirling his drink, and suddenly my 
laughing feels out of place. 


As | stop, it's obvious I've heard him. His eyes dart up, pulled wide open as he tries to pick my reaction, an 


eyebrow already raised in defiance. 
"Yeah, well you would say that, wouldn't ya?" | take a healthy swig of my drink, refusing to look at him. 


"Why? You ever tried it? How would you know?" The grin is back in his voice, and he's leaning forward again. So 


much for the short reprieve of Larshinting about rather than minutely detailing his sex life. 

"Isn't that a little outside your ‘routine'?" 

"What routine? Fuck you, I'm not that predictable!" 

| give him a wry smile and remind him that | could follow a script along to his sexual exploits, sending him into 
fits of spluttering defiance and insults. Dropping one leg off the couch and half standing, he leans precariously 


towards me over my glass coffee table as he scowls and points his drink at me to punctuate it all 


"IIl have you fucking know," he reaches the peak of his argument, red in the face and slightly out of breath, 


“that it actually felt pretty fucking good" He sits down again. "And.." That smart-ass grin is back. "I've had ‘em 


do it since, and it gets even fucking better." He smirks and crosses his arms. Fucker thinks he's got me. 
Only problem is.. he fucking does, too. | fight the urge to shift in my seat, knowing any movement right now 
will look suspicious, but it feels like his eyes are boring into me. The harder | try not to move, the more it 
feels like he knows anyway. 

"So? Have you?" he asks. 

"Have | what?" 

"Had a chick stick her finger up you ass." He raises his eyebrows expectantly. 


"Oh. Uh... no, can't say | have." This time | do shift - just slightly, tucking one leg further up under me. 


"Yeah? Shit. You should man, you wouldn't believe it, but it's fucking awesome. It's like..." He trails off, staring 
up at the ceiling, his tongue darting around his lips as he searches for the right word. 


Like someone sticking their finger up your ass?" | can't believe I'm even having this conversation 


"Well, yeah, but not just like that. It's better than that. After the shock wore off, that chick tried again, but 


she warned me this time, and it was like.." He does the tongue thing again. | wish he would stop doing that. 


| shift again while he's distracted, pulling my leg up to rest my heel on the edge of the couch.. blocking him 
from seeing that I'm actually enjoying what he's talking about. 


"It was like what? Spit it the fuck out, dick" 
"| can't find a word for it, | guess it's something you'd have to try for yourself." 


"Yeah, right." 


"No, I'm serious. Ok, it's like someone's tugging on your balls, and you know that bit behind them, that's so 
fucking sensitive?" Already I'm forcing myself into normal breathing patterns, trying to remember what 
regular sounds like so as not to give myself away. Qutwardly, | roll my eyes at him. "Yeah, of course you do, 
but it's like someone's rubbing it from the inside, right on the nerves, and it's going straight to your cock, 
making you want more. It makes you so fucking hard, and you have to hold on not to blow your load straight 


away." 


| glance up from my drink by the time he finishes, something I've been studying as he's talked, and find him 


watching me, a small smile on his lips he runs his tongue over again. His face looks as flushed as my own feels. 


"And we're still talking about a chick's finger, right?" | just have to make sure, even though | don't know what | 


want the answer to be. He doesn't know that /know what it feels like - well, not someone else sticking 


something up there, but y'know. You try these things sometimes. 
Just that thought is enough to make my face heat up even more. | remember the feeling when | first decided 
to try it out, wondering if I'd ever have anyone else do it to me- but with any luck Lars will just assume it's 


me not being used to talking about this shit. 


"Well, yeah, as long as she's got short nails, but you know.." He trails off and his slow, scheming smile slides 


over his face. "| think pretty much anything would feel pretty fucking good." 
Oh god. 


"Have you ever thought about it? Something pressing against your prostate as you come? That's what it is, 


you know - what makes it feel good - all those nerves in there. Anyone'd think they were there for a reason" 
To lie, or not to lie. That is the question 


"Uh, well." Come on Hetfield, answer the damn question. | finish off the last of my drink and lean forward to 


pour the next one as | answer. 

"Well, yeah, | guess so" Not to lie it is. 

"You have?" Lars leans forward too and puts his glass next to mine for a top up. 

"Course." | pour the drinks but Lars doesn't sit back. His eyes are fixed firmly between my legs, which have 
come down from providing my shield so | can lean forward this far. Being this close, | hear the muted gasp and 
see his throat muscles work as he swallows. 


Oh shit. Here we go. Fucking busted. 


Before | die on the spot though, | glance up and notice the bulge in Lars's jeans. Good to know I'm not the only 


one, and this gives me what | need to save face here. 
| lean back against the couch with my drink, keeping my feet on the floor and my knees spread, looking 


pointedly at his crotch as he sits up, cradling his drink in his lap. Suddenly, bizarrely, with this revelation | have 
the power. 


"| dunno... chicks have pretty little hands, they'd barely reach far enough for it to be that good" 
Lars blinks and his hands compulsively twirl his drink. "Well, I've never thought about it that far." 


"Yeah, right. If it felt that good having some chick's tiny hand just brush over all those nerves, like you say it 


did, wouldn't constant... stimulation... feel even better?" 


Lars' eyes flutter closed briefly, and | watch his cock twitch of its own accord. 
"Was it only a chick, Lars?" Time to bite the bullet and get to the point. It's where he's been heading anyway. 
"What? Yeah, course it was." 


"Have you thought about it though? How much better it could be to have constant pressure against that 
spot? Something bigger?" | sip my drink, never letting my eyes leave his, leaving my crotch on display as | get 


harder thinking about it. 


"Well, yeah, | guess" Now it's his turn to blush. | wonder what it is he doesn't want to tell me. This isn’t like 
him at all. Usually he's the first one to spread the news, especially about his sex life. Or maybe all this time 


he's just been covering. 


"So what's it really like, Lars?" 
"What's what really like?" 


"All these stories you tell about groupies, are they real? Is that why they sound so similar? What really goes 
on in there?" 


"What? Fuck youl Yes, they're all true, and I'm not that fucking predictable! You're just being a dick. You know 
what? Fuck you." He crosses his arms and leans back, successfully glaring at me for all of about three seconds 
before remembering the erection pressing against the front of his jeans.. the erection which is now so very 


obvious from where l'm sprawled out. 


He brings his feet up on the couch and crosses his legs, playing defensive now that I've turned the tables on 
him. The porn flick is still on TV, and he lets himself watch for a while, getting himself together again. 


| like that Ive rattled him, put him on the back foot. | shift my hips and move my feet a little further apart, 
resting one hand on my thigh. Half the bottle of whisky is gone by now. The alcohol and this new power over 


Lars is starting to relax me. 


Lars appears to need a little more Dutch-courage. He pours and downs another double before topping up a 


drink to sit back and nurse. Fuck Coke when you're downing them like we are. 
"What if | have thought about it?" He starts off, meeting my eyes again 
Here we go. 


"But have you done anything about it?" | push again. If only | can get him to crack. I'm sure | know what he's 
getting at, and if | can get him to crack sooner rather than later, all the better. 


"More than youl" He counters. "At least I've done more than thought about it” 

"Who says | haven't?" 

"What? You didl? You said you hadn't, but you'd thought about... Wait. What? Oh." He goes quiet for a second. 
"You said you hadn't had a chick do it, but does that mean." He trails off and looks at me with the widest eyes 
I've ever seen "You mean.. you mean you.. you... uh.. but." Fuck yes, his mouth works silently, and fuck me if 
his jeans didn't just get so much tighter that I'm sure he'll burst the zip any second now. That confirms it - 
this is what he's been angling at. This is what he wants to hear. 

Maybe | should put him out of his misery. 

"No, | didn't say that either" 

"What?" 

"Whatever it is you're thinking." 

"But if it wasn't a chick, it has to have been... 

"Not in the way you're thinking." 

"What?" 

Fuck.. do | have to repeat everything tonight? | move my hand closer to my crotch and Lars subconsciously 
mirrors the movement. His eyes stays fixed on my hand as his own rests high on his thigh, his feet dropping 
down and his knees falling wide. 


"| said, not in the way you're thinking," | repeat slowly, keeping my voice low. 


Lars tips his head back and his drink disappears. | do the same with mine, relishing the burn as it slides down 


my throat. 
"So.. what you are saying is that you, uh.. right, okay, | think | get it" 
Well done, Sherlock. Yes, | tried it out on myself. 


"Wow," he says quietly, his eyes focused on something above my head as he lets it sink in. "So... you'd have 


bigger fingers than a chick" It's like someone's turned a light on, and his gaze snaps back to meet my own. 


"You could say that" | spread the fingers of my left hand - the one resting right near my crotch - and look 
pointedly down at them, sure that Lars is doing the same. 


They are much bigger than a chick's, and | measure my hand up against the length of my cock in my pants, 
fingers outstretched as | rock my hips into it, pressing myself against the inside of my jeans. 


| look up again as | hear Lars whimper, barely containing my own sound of pleasure. He's staring right at me, 
absorbed in every movement, but his hand has shifted. Rather than resting on his leg in a mirror image of 


mine, he's moved his to cover the bulge in his jeans, rubbing his palm against it slowly, firmly. 


| don't know if the rush that shoots through me is the absolute power | hold over him right now, or simply a 
reaction to seeing - actually seeing - Lars touching himself, right there in front of me. 


Either way, who gives a fuck. My hand copies his, sliding across to cup my crotch, my fingers squeezing the 
hard edges of my cock as | bite my lip. 


Oh fuck that feels good! | close my eyes and squeeze again, just to enjoy it, before looking back up at Lars. He's 
still rubbing himself, harder now. 


"Is it.. is it really better?" He asks, already panting slightly. 

Oh god, now | have to talk too. | don't want to talk. There's groaning coming from the TV now. They're really 
getting into it, the chick being ridden hard. Lars is still rubbing his hand up and down the length of his covered 
erection and | can feel my own throbbing beneath my hand. 

‘|... | don't know. | don't..." Really, | don't. | have nothing to compare it to. "But think about it, Lars." | take a deep 
breath and look directly at him. "Think about how tiny that chick's hands were, about how much further | - or 
hands like mine - could reach." 


He's thinking about it, | can tell. I'm watching. 


His hand moves a bit faster, his hips trying to match the movement. The fact that I'm here hasn't escaped 


his attention though, and the movements are muted, restrained 
"Y-you could reach?" 

‘Mmhm" | smile and rock my hips again, not restrained, hoping he'll follow my lead 
"How?" 


How? That's not what | expected to hear. My hand stops moving for a second, still wrapped as much as is 


possible around my cock, but not moving now. How do | answer how? 
"Uhh... like.. | just did. What do you mean how?" 


Lars just shakes his head. Seems his brain has supplied the details after all. 


"| wish... God, | wish | could feel that.. fuck" The empty glass rolls on its side on the couch as Lars' other hand 
forgets it and rubs over his thigh. His fingers brush the inner seam of his jeans and slide up to press against 


his balls through the denim. 


Fuck, did he have to do that? This time | do whimper, just slightly, and let out my breath harshly as | squeeze 


and rock once more. 


| look at his hands. Lars' hands aren't that much bigger than a chick's, and they certainly don't match up to 


mine. 


On impulse, | get up from the couch, wincing as the harsh denim rubs against my cock. It's so tight around 
there now, any movement is strained. Luckily, | don't even have to straighten completely. | grab the whisky 
bottle on my way past, swigging straight from it as | move, and edge my way around the coffee table to Lars' 


couch. 

Lars looks up in surprise as | sit next to him, one leg bent up on the couch and the other on the floor, so | 
can face him. | wedge the bottle in the gap made by my knee and hold up my hand, fingers outstretched, 
nudging him with my knee to do the same. 


He gets it, like he so often does, and holds his hand up to mine, our palms lined up at the bottom. It's so 
obvious, straight away, his fingers barely reaching past the middle knuckles of mine. 


His eyes look up towards mine, but | don't meet them straight away. My eyes are locked to Lars’ other hand, 
still firmly pressed against his crotch, even with me this close. After a second, | look up to him, swallowing at 
the dazed expression on his face. 

"|... we thought about it, but not - | mean - | was asleep.." He has? Oh now this is getting interesting! 


"You dreamed about it? What?" 


"l." He drops his gaze, staring somewhere down in my lap - exactly where is hard to tell, being this close, but 
| can probably guess. "| dreamed about.. something bigger." 


"Like this?" | nod my head towards our hands, flicking my eyes to them and then back to his. | hear him 


swallow, see his eyes flicker too. 
"M-maybe." 


He's still under my power. Does he really want to do this? Do |? This is escalating into something pretty 
quickly. Something | never expected. 


"This doesn't exactly fit the template, Lars." | smirk, trying to keep the air light. 


"Oh fuck you," Lars snorts and pulls his hand away, dropping it onto my leg, his fingers brushing the glass 
bottle that sits between him and my crotch. Damn. Now l'm wishing | didn't grab that bottle on the way over. 


His fingers are tracing up and down the glass, his eyes staring just past it, before he picks it up by the neck 
and brings it to his lips. He takes a long drink then puts it out of harm's way on the coffee table. 


"So?" The question catches me off guard as his hand heads back to his lap. 


"What? You're the one telling the story." My hands are back in my lap too, the sides of my wrists framing my 


hard-on, 
"What story?" He's looking nervous again. 
"You had a dream." 


"Oh. Yeah, that. Well, it was nothing much, just." He blushes and takes a breath. "Just, you know, after that 
chick did it, and | liked it, | thought about it.. what it could mean. All that, y'know?" 


Uh-huh. | did know, actually. Probably much the same as what I'd put myself through after giving in to the 


urge to find out what it was all about. 

"How.. | mean, why did you? Try it, | mean. If you didn't have a chick surprise you with it" 

| see what he's doing. It's okay that he's thought about it, because a chick started it. 

I'd heard stuff. Thought I'd find out what it was all about, y'know? That's about all. Come on, Lars. | wanna 
know what was in your dream." Just thinking about what images are making his eyes dart away from me like 
they are is enough to have me aching again 

"Nothing," he pouts, leaning back against the couch and crossing his arms defiantly across his chest, again 
unwittingly leaving me with a full view of the bulge in his pants - made even more prominent by his stretched 
position 

"Come on, tell me," | deliberately lean back a bit, rubbing my hand down my belly and over my cock, my 
fingertips pressing firmly into my balls before dragging my hand back up again. | close my eyes and suck in a 
deep breath. Fuck that feels good. 

Lars' breath hitches as he watches, and | see him swelling again, wanting what I'm offering. 


And | am, by now. I'm offering. 


"Tell me, Lars." | squeeze my hand again, spreading my legs a bit further, making sure he has a good view. It's 


only fair, after all. | have a full view of him. 


| hope he talks soon. Its getting painful keeping my cock confined in my jeans. His hands creep down again, 


coming unfolded from their protective position 
Oh God 


He slides one hand down his belly, just like | did, but with the way he's laying he's in the perfect position to slip 


his fingers under the waistband of his jeans. Closing his eyes, he pushes his hand as far in as he can 

Oh fuck.. | can see his fingers reaching, the muscles in his arm flexing, and | know he's touching hot, hard 
flesh. It can't be much, given how tight his pants are, but | know he's touching it. And if his hands didn't give 
him away, his gasp and the way his teeth grab his lip surely would. 


As his fingers curl, mine match the movement as much as they can on the outside of my clothes, my palm 
still rubbing up and down, my breathing getting harder and harder as | watch him. 


Who gives a fuck if he doesn't want to talk. I'm starting to think that if he keeps doing that with his hand | 


certainly won't. 
"Unh... James.." He turns his head toward me, hand still moving, eyes hot and ready. 


As | lean back further, attempting to fit my fingers inside my pants and quickly giving up, | let out a moan, 


partly in frustration, partly at the way Lars drawls my name, the desperate tone in his voice. 
"James..." Lars takes a few breaths, swallows, and continues. "Show me?" 

"S-show you?" Oh fuck - | can barely breathe now. 

"Mmhm." Lars nods and bites his lips, rocking his hips up into his hand. 

| think I've just lost control again. 


Fascinated by the tensing of Lars' arm and the flexing of his fingers, | fumble as | pull open the button of my 
jeans. If | can't get my hand in, I'll get my fucking cock out. Either way, | need to get to it, now. 


As soon as the pressure's released | breathe a sigh of relief, now able to work my hand inside and wrap it 
around my shaft. Carefully, | work the rest of my cock out, the head too sensitive right now to risk scraping 
it against my zipper. 


To get into a comfortable position to do that, | move away from Lars slightly, leaning back on one elbow to 


reach the button, then | sit up, my hand wrapped around my cock as | check his reaction 


We're still on eggshells a bit here. This might be too much - actually seeing each other's cocks, hard and 


exposed. 
‘Oh... shit" Lars glances at my cock and back up to my face. "Urn..." 
"Shh... fuck, come on Lars." I'm acting brave, but | don't even know if I'll be able to handle seeing his. 


Tentatively, Lars pulls his hand out of his pants and reaches for his button, watching me as he pushes it 
through. | can see him shaking, but whether it's from nerves or adrenaline | don't know. 


He manages to do it though, and the first thing | notice as he starts on the zipper is that he's not wearing 
any underwear either. Straight away | get a glimpse of his pubic hair and the swollen base of his cock, hard 
and still bent downwards into his jeans. He's using the hand furthest away from me, so | get a view as it 


emerges. And what a view it is. | risk a glance up to his face and see him watching himself, breathing hard. 


As the zip reaches the bottom his entire shaft is exposed, only the head remaining tucked under the denim. 
With a cheeky smile he uses both hands to spread the open flaps of his jeans, showing me his length. 


Oh fuck yeah. Almost there. The way my heart pounds harder in my chest and my stomach clenches tells me 
| absolutely can handle seeing his cock like this. 


All| can do is nod, swallowing as my thumb hooks around my cock and my fingers burrow inside my jeans, 


rubbing against my balls as | push my cock up to full length. 

Lars licks his lips again slowly as he watches - like he's teasing me with his tongue. | watch for a second 
before my eyes catch movement somewhere else, and with a slight push on his jeans Lars' cock is free, his 
hand gripping the base. 


I've never seen him hard before, and the sight is enough to make heat roll through my stomach and down 


Surprisingly, Lars makes the next move, his free hand - the one closest to me - sliding off his thigh and down 


onto my calf. 
Touching me. While he strokes himself. 


Its just my leg, but with my knee bent like it is he's so close to where I'd really like him to touch me, and this 
time there's no bottle in the way. 


| can't help it now. | don't want to scare him by moving too fast, but my hand moves on its own. My fingers 
come back up and wrap firmly around my cock, slowly stroking to the top and back down, stretching the 


already tight skin around the head. My hips rock slowly against my hand. 


| know the muscles all through my legs tense as | do it. Lars notices even through my jeans, his fingers 


tightening on my calf muscle as his other hand copies me, his eyes firmly fixed to my cock. 


"What did you dream about, Lars?" | prod quietly, still wanting to hear him say it. Call it a kink, but | want to 
hear him describe what's got him so hot he's stroking his cock in front of his best friend His description of 


the feeling earlier was enough for me to imagine as well. | could feel it as he talked, and | want that again. 
He swallows before opening his mouth and telling me quietly. 


"It was... it was someone bigger than me. Not like the chick's. Bigger, stronger. They were touching me, sucking 
me off, and | was loving it, and so close to coming. Then they stopped, and pushed a finger into me. It wasn't 
like when that chick did it though. It stretched me and filled me so much. Every movement was pushing against 
those nerves, just like you said" His eyes flutter closed and then open again, and he looks right at me, his 
cheeks flushed, his lips moist and shiny. "Constant stimulation, like you said" 


"And then what happened, Lars?" | trail my free hand up the arm that's resting on my leg, just lightly, until 
its resting near his shoulder, just a stretch away from his chest. | can see his nipples standing out, peaked and 
hard, see the outline of his ripple ring against his t-shirt. 


His fingers slide from my calf down to my ankle, pushing my jeans up and running over the bare skin 


"| don't know.. it all felt so good, so fucking good, but | woke up. | knew it wasn't real but | was so hard. So 
fucking hard" His hand slides back up my leg, over my jeans to the bend of my knee, then higher. 


Oh fuck. Higher. He's so close, but he stops. He spreads his fingers out over my leg just a few inches from my 
cock, and | feel his fingertips dig in slightly as he watches me while stroking his own cock. I've stopped moving. 
All | can do is watch as he runs his thumb over the head of his cock and rolls his hips into his next stroke. 


‘| was so hard when | woke up. It felt so strange to be dreaming about that.. but | was so hard. So hot. | 
touched myself, like this. | had to." He strokes a bit harder. No faster, but a bit more firmly, gaining confidence 


as the haze of sex and alcohol takes away his inhibitions. 


| want to ask the next question, push a bit further, but | don't think | can find my voice. Instead, | move my 
right hand, from his arm across to his chest, my fingers resting just above his nipple, my thumb framing it. 
There's no hiding my harsh breathing now, my lips slightly parted to try and suck in the oxygen my brain's so 
desperately missing. 


It's enough to do the trick. He arches into the touch just a little and keeps talking. 


"It almost wasn't enough. | wanted more.. more of what had been in my dream. | didn't think of.. of doing it 
myself, but it was missing." He closes his eyes. "God, | wanted to feel that as | came. | wanted to feel 
something, in that spot. Not like when the chick did it, but like in my dream, when it was hard, and aching, and 
stretching." His hand's stroking faster now, and mine's moving again, and l'm aching too - aching to give him 


what he's dreamed about but never got. 


My thumb shifts on his chest and rubs against his nipple, encouraging him, and oh fuck, the reaction that gets 
me.. he arches harder and whimpers, his eyes still closed, his bottom lip swollen and red from where he's 


bitten it. 
"| want that. Oh, God, fuck it, | need that" 


| pinch his nipple between my finger and thumb, and he cries out, his head tipping towards me and his eyes 
opening as he reaches his fingers towards my cock 


"| need that," he repeats quietly. 
l'm going to give him that. So help me God, I'm going to give him that. 


I've been moving my hand as he's been talking, stroking my cock, but I've kept my hips fairly still, not wanting 
to make him pull away. Now as his fingers reach slowly over the folds of my jeans, | let my hips roll up into 
my hand, bringing him even closer to touching me. 


Please. 


Finally, fucking finally, he stretches far enough to touch, and the light brush of his fingertips against the very 
base of my cock has my mouth dropping open He presses firmer as he reaches in further, forcing an 
involuntary, needy groan out from me. 


| feel his chest move as he shifts the top half of his body over on the couch, bringing his shoulder around to 
give him a longer reach. His eyes still don't meet mine as he runs his fingers up my shaft to rest against the 
side of my palm. 


My hand moves over his chest again, flicking his nipple before sliding down his stomach, lifting the bottom hem 
of his t-shirt and laying my palm flat against his belly. | can feel each ragged breath as he trembles under my 
touch. But | don't stop there. Still against flesh, | slide my hand back up, drawing his shirt higher and exposing 
his torso until my hand's back by his nipple. | catch it between my fingers and tug lightly. 


"Fuck," he breathes, arching hard into my hand. "Oh, God... 


His eyes are closed again, his head tipped back as his harsh panting gets louder and the hand on his cock 


moves faster. 


Every muscle is tense beneath my fingers as | slide my hand over to his other nipple, letting my rough palm 
rub over it a few times. 


A few times is all | manage before his fingers relax and slip down away from my cock. I'm almost disappointed, 


thinking he's too far gone to touch me - or that he only did it to get me to touch him - but rather than 


resting limply back on my leg like | expected, | feel Lars’ arm tense as he pulls at the flap of my jeans and 
works his fingers inside, gently rolling my balls underneath his fingers, pulling at the skin around them. 


Oh... fuck. Lars!" | pant, squeezing tighter at both his nipple and my cock, earning a gasp from him as well 


Much more of this and l'm going to come. We're both going to come. | can feel it, the way it's building inside 


me, and the way Lars‘ muscles are tensed and shaking. It's not enough though. 


Sure, it's enough to come - and pretty spectacularly too. I've got Lars playing with my balls for fuck's sake. 
But not enough to satisfy the ache that's been building in my stomach, listening to Lars detail how badly he 
wants too feel something fucking him, hard and deep, as he lets go. 


Not wanting to let him go too much, and certainly not wanting to pull away from his hand incase he thinks l'm 
backing out, | grip the rumpled t-shirt in my fist and pull it towards his head, hoping it's loose enough he can 
get his head out without having to move too much. 


It does what | least wanted though. It makes him pull away and sit up. He pulls his hand from my pants, lets 
his cock go, and pushes himself off the back of the sofa, but his mouth is still open and his cock still hard and 
straining. 


"Wha..?" | try to voice my disappointment, the words sticking in my throat, dry from sucking in air through 
my open mouth. My ears buzz from the speed my blood rushes through my veins, and l'm momentarily lost 


as | try to work out what's just happened. 
He doesn't answer me, just pulls his t-shirt off over his head, and my brain catches up. More clothes off. 


| go to grab the bottom of my shirt but his hands are there less than a second before mine, tugging me 
closer to him. | run my fingers over the backs of his hands before he moves them further up my chest, 
scrunching my shirt towards my shoulders. He rubs his hands hard, up and over my nipples, slipping them 
underneath my shirt to hold my shoulders as he gets to the top, keeping my stomach and chest exposed. 


"Show me? Show me how good it is?" 


"Fuck yeah," | growl, raising my arms and pulling my t-shirt up over my head, dropping it on the floor behind 


me. 


| can see the sweat forming on his forehead as he runs his hands back down my chest, staring avidly at them. 
He pinches both my nipples at the same time and | push forward into his hands, acutely aware of both our 


erections between us, feeling mine rock slightly as | brace my hands behind me and arch my chest into his 


touch. 


"Uhn.." One hand pinches harder while the other moves down my stomach again, back towards my crotch. He 


leans forward into my chest, flicking first with his tongue then closing his teeth gently over my nipple. | arch 


forward further, one hand coming up and carding through his hair before resting on the back of his head My 
fingers rub back and forward slightly as his tongue plays with the nub caught between his teeth. 


"Shit, Lars... fuck... yeah." 


As his fingers reach my hip he caresses blindly through the thicker hair to the base of my cock, and then up, 
all the way up to brush across the head before he releases my nipple and leans back a bit to watch his hand. | 
can feel him shaking, feel his stuttering breath across my damp nipple, the cold air making it pull tighter. 


| wonder how much bigger he wants. If it's being filled completely that he's after, I'm pretty sure | can find 
something l'm more than willing to fuck him with. Fuck, | hope it's being filled completely that he's after. 


The thought of that has my hand coming down from the back of his head to his shoulder. | push him upright 
again, taking my weight off my other hand and using it to tug at the flaps of Lars’ jeans. 


He pulls back again. 


"Fuck. Are we really gonna do this?" His voice is quiet and shaky, and | nod, my hand going back to my own cock 
and stroking it. 


"You'll fucking love it. Remember your dream. Fuck, you'll come so hard when there's something pressing 
against those nerves, stretching you. Filling you. Fuck it feels good, Lars. So fucking good" | stroke a bit harder, 
my eyes half closing, moaning to myself as my words bring back the memory of getting myself off that night. 
The feeling was so different.. so much more than when it was just me fucking my right hand. 


When | look back at him, his mouth's open and his eyes resting closed as he pushes his jeans off his hips, 
shuffling them down his thighs. 


He's completely exposed, leaning back to work the tight denim down, and | let out a soft curse at the view he's 
giving me. Fuck - and | thought the view was hot when he leaned back and stretched out when he was dressed 


Once he kicks his pants off his feet he's completely naked in front of me. Never one to worry about getting 
around naked, he doesn't try too hard to hide himself, although | guess the fact he has an erection in front of 
a guy is something new - even to a fucking exhibitionist like him. 


Cupping his own balls, pulling them up against his cock as he drops his head back and strokes himself, he 
swears and gasps, teasing me as much as himself. 


"| want to come, James. | want to come so fucking hard." 
My jeans are tight enough to stay up as | stand, even undone as they are, and | lean in over Lars, covering his 


hand, and therefore his cock, with mine. | bring my mouth right by his ear. "Stay there," | growl, squeezing 


against his hand and standing up, hoping he won't lose his nerve while l'm gone. 


| duck out of the room and into the downstairs bathroom. If I'm going to fuck him as hard I'm hoping, whether 


with my fingers or my cock, we're going to need lube. 


When | walk back in, holding my hard-on to avoid the painful bouncing that tells me men shouldn't walk and 
fuck at the same time, Lars is leaning back on one elbow, laying along the couch with one foot up, his knee in 


the air, and stroking himself slowly. 


"Jesus Christ," | whisper, moving closer. He slides his hand down, rolling his balls, his fingertips pressing at the 


soft flesh behind them.. the area we'd started talking about earlier. Fuck. 


| cross the room quickly, sitting on the edge of the couch in front of his knee, effectively putting myself 
between his legs. | drop the lube on the coffee table for the time being. 


"Shit, what's that?" He tilts his head towards the lube, smiling nervously all of a sudden 

"tll make it smoother. It ll feel so good, no resistance." 

"Resistance?" 

This is so not the time to be talking, and I'd tell him so if he wasn't looking at me with his eyes wide like that. 
“Trust me, it's better than using spit," is all | say instead. | touch his cock for the first time, brushing my 
fingers across the head and trailing down the shaft. His sharp breath makes me look up, noticing him staring at 
my fingers on his cock in awe. He's so hard. | can feel his pulse throbbing beneath my fingers, feel his cock 
twitching in anticipation. | wrap my hand around him, feeling the throb against my whole palm now, and he 


gasps and pushes his hips up in response. 


"Fuck." He's watching my hand cover so much of his cock. The feeling of having so much of it closed in a fist 


must be so different.. different from his own and different from a chick's. 


| stroke up and down slowly, enjoying his choked off moans and the rocking of his hips. | bring my other hand 
down, tracing and playing with his balls, then move beyond them, stroking his inner thigh, over the curve of his 
ass, slowly moving further in His bent knee lifts up to rest closer to the back of the couch, opening himself 


up a little more. 
As | softly run my finger down over his hole, | look up at his face, making sure he's okay with this. 


He looks like he's doing fine, one hand clutching above his head at the arm of the couch, the other resting low 


on his hip, his mouth open and his lips swollen and red. 


Each time | brush over his entrance he trembles, and | know what he's feeling. This feather-light touch is 
waking up every nerve ending, sending shivers right through him. 


Not wanting to let him go quite yet, | use a bit of spit to moisten my finger enough that | can press a bit 
harder without hurting him. 


‘Oh God. God. Shit. That feels good." He shifts beneath my hands, pushing his hips towards me and sliding the 
hand on his hip up to pinch his own nipples. 


‘Its gonna get even better... | promise. Fuck, you're gonna love this." | take my hand away slowly, sliding back up 


his thigh before removing it completely. 

"Ja-ames.." he gasps, opening glazed eyes to glare accusingly at me. 

"Sshh, relax, lim getting the lube." 

‘Oh. Sorry," he grins sheepishly and takes a deep breath, “That just felt so good.. don't stop..." 

| won't, don't worry. | don't think | could stand it if | stopped now. I'm so fucking hard, Lars, fuck.. I've never.. 
never done this, never had this done, and.. fuck." | don't have enough words to tell him how horny he looks, 
laying there spread out and waiting - how much | want to fuck him, show him how good it can feel. 

| bite my lip hard as he sits up a bit again, still keeping himself open to me but reaching for my cock. He 
wraps his hand around it tightly and suddenly, enough to have my hips jerking in response and me crying out in 
surprise. 

"What do you think it would be like?" He looks at me while stroking my cock hard. 

| don't know. | can't think with him doing that. | shake my head to tell him | don't know what he's talking about. 


"To have something this big. How many fingers did you try, James? How far did you get?" 


"Oh, fuck... yes.." Two, | got two, | try to tell him. | got two before it got too much and | came all over myself. 
All my brain responds to though is his implication - he wants me to fuck him. 


Lars wants me to fuck him. 

Oh, shit. 

"l. | tried.. fuck." | swallow as he squeezes lightly at the head of my cock. "I tried two.." 
"Two? This is bigger than two." Lars strokes down then back up again. 


"I know. Fuck, do | know... it was too good. | couldn't hold out any more." 


| realize I'm still holding Lars' cock and start stroking him again, keeping in time with what he's doing to me. He 
brings his other hand down, gripping at my hip, fisting his hand in the unbuttoned denim l'm still wearing to 
keep himself upright, and pulls my hips toward himself further. 


| lean forward as much as | can, every muscle in my stomach and back tensed to keep myself balanced as 
Lars tries to pull me towards him. My head comes to rest against his shoulder, breath panting hard into his 


already moist skin as he jerks his hand up and down, obviously getting near the edge of his orgasm just 


thinking about what it's going to be like. 


| have to stop. It takes every bit of self control, but | pull my head from his shoulder and my hand from his 


cock. | rest my cheek against his as | put my hand over his on my cock, stilling it. 
"Wait... fuck, Lars, wait... lm gonna come if you do that.." | pant against his ear, trying to catch my breath. 


"James, fuck, | want to come. | want to come so fucking hard, fuck..." he's panting as well, rubbing his hand 


over my chest and shoulder, his cheek against mine, fucking desperate. 


"You are... | will.. I'll make you come, | promise." | think | have control enough to let go now. My blood is still 


rushing much too fast; every pulse point in my body is throbbing, but | think | can move. 


| pull away and stand up, pushing my pants down as quickly as | can before I'm too far gone to do it. | don't 
want the metal teeth of my zipper rubbing against us. 


Before | sit down again, Lars has picked up the tube, turning it over in his hands and staring up at me. 

"Fuck, | never thought this would be happening..." He trails off and reaches tentatively up to me with the tube. | 
take it away from him, our eyes locked as he whispers. "This was always.. something that happened in a 
dream... not like this..." 

"Not like this?" I'm standing above him, stark fucking naked. The glazed, horny look in his eyes tells me he didn't 
mean it as in ‘not with you', but | can't help teasing him. | know I'm in pretty good shape right now, and the 
sheen of sweat he just built up over my pecs and stomach with his desperation helps somewhat too. 

| sit on one knee, between his legs, showing him every bit of muscle I've been working on the past few months. 
"You mean this wasn't part of your dream? Wasn't this part of your fantasy?" | run my hand over my cock. 
"Uunh... Shit, James... fuck yes. l.. Oh God. Yes." 

| bite my lip even harder this time, my cock tensing, body reacting to Lars writhing on the couch beneath me. 


| can see exactly what it's doing to him, seeing me stretched out like this above him, and it turns me on even 


more. 


"Does this live up to your imagination?" 


"Fuck, yes, yes it does. Oh fuck.. " He's so needy, laying sweaty and gasping against my couch, his desperation 


working its way into his voice, and | can't wait any longer. 


Coming back down to his level, leaning over his prone body without touching him, | go on instinct and press my 
closed lips to his. This wasn't part of the dream earlier - at least not the bit he told me - and | don't know if 
he'll want this bit of it, but right now it feels right. 


The way Lars grabs my neck and kisses me back tells me he does want it, his pressing hard into mine, his 
breath rasping out his nose in hard bursts. His lips are so soft, so warm, but | don't hang around too long. | 


can't. | have a precarious grip on my control as it is. 


Leaning back, gasping to get back the breath he just stole, | pop the lid off the lube I'm still holding and 
squeeze some onto my fingers. | push his knee back up, opening him again. | move my hand back down between 
his legs, rubbing gently back over his hole, even firmer this time, knowing the pressure itself is going to be 
sending shocks up through his groin 


He jerks a little at the temperature of it, but it doesn't last long. Between the two of us we have enough body 
heat right now to warm it pretty quickly. The cold rush only heightens the sensation 


Lars gasps and holds his breath as | gently push the tip of my finger inside him, resting it just inside his 
entrance until he gets used to it a little. He soon relaxes enough for me to slip it further in, past his tight 
muscles. 


As I'm doing it he cries out and tenses a little, but he's done it before and knows to relax so quickly does. Still, 
| stop for a second to let him get used to it. | can feel him pulsing around my fingertip, and my cock throbs in 


time as | watch his face, waiting for a sign he's ready. 


"Fuck, that's bigger already," Lars pants. "That's so fucking good.. come on, more.. fuck." He bites his lip hard 
and then drops his mouth open in a gasp as he starts to push back against my finger. 


"Shit..." | whisper in awe as | stare down at his face and my finger pushes inside him. Shit.. I'm really doing this, 
and fuck is he responsive. 


If that's the way he wants it. | should know by now Lars isn't subtle about anything. At all. Even sex - and I've 
heard him enough times, through the walls of hotels. Sometimes when he's fucking one of his groupies, and 
sometimes when l'm sure it's just him in there, alone with his hand.. the cries and curse words | hear from 
next door are enough to make me hard and aching. It was one of those nights, in fact, listening to him jerk 
himself off next door, crying out at the feel of his own hand, muffling his yells against he bed, that | decided 


to finally see what it felt like to have something up my ass as | came. 


Steadily, | push my finger all the way in, twisting it slightly. 


"Fuck! Uh - that's good.. fuck yeah.." He shifts a little, and | curl my finger towards me, searching for his 
prostate. Lars lets out a yelp and both hands shoot up to the arm of the couch, his knuckles instantly white 
as he pushes himself down onto my hand. 


"Yeah, shit - oh wow, you were right.” 


| don't let up, keeping my finger angled the right way and starting to move it in and out, thrusting harder each 


time, as he cries out and pushes against me. 


| watch a drop of pre-come form and slide over the head of his cock, and a bead of sweat roll down his 
temple, and | want to lick away both, taste every bit of what I'm doing to him. Even though | know how it feels, 
| don't know how it feels to have someone else control the tempo, the depth, and to surprise you with the way 


they fuck you. Hitting against your prostate when you least expect it. 


"Shit, James.. more. Fucking more." Lars groans, opening his mouth wide in a silent gasp as | brush over his 


prostate once more. 
Gentling my movements a bit before pulling out, to lessen the jolt, | rub one hand over his belly. 


"You're so fucking hot like that, Lars. So fucking hot." And he is - his chest coated in sweat, the way he 
arches into every touch, the way his stomach quivers slightly with every labored breath. 


| slide my hand down his stomach to his cock, loosely sliding my hand up and over the head, then back down 
the other side, before grasping him up high - right near the head - and squeezing gently, stroking him in tiny 


movements. 


He reaches for me, but from here he can't quite make it and gives up with a whimper, fingers still extended 
towards me. Just using one hand, | squeeze out a bit more lube, leaning down to kiss Lars’ inner thigh as | 


slowly push two fingers into him, bringing my head close enough for him to run a hand over my hair. 


As both fingers push inside him, Lars pulls at my hair, forcing me up towards his level, causing me to let go 
of his cock so | can brace myself. | can feel his muscles pulsing around me, and | know I'm close to his 
prostate again, if | just press a little harder. Its awkward from this angle, leaning over him, my face just about 
level with his. My wrist bends to try and get my fingers as far inside him as possible, and | know | manage it 
when he thrusts his hips up against mine, his cock pressing hard into my stomach as he rocks against my 


hand. 
"Is that it?" | lean down and growl against his ear. "Is this what that chick did to you? Like this?" | rock my 
hand into him, not pulling out and thrusting in anymore, but shifting my fingers to give him that constant, 


pulsing pressure against his prostate. The pressure he needs. 


"Nothing like this... fuck.. nothing. Fuck. Fuck me." Each word is forced out, separated by a deep breath or a 


moan, as | shift my fingers. But that's exactly what | wanted to hear. Those last two words. 
"Is this what your dream was like, Lars? Was it this good?" 


Just watching him getting closer and closer to the edge, biting his lips and then opening them wide as he cries 
out, the way his eyes close and then fly open, like he's going to miss something, all makes me harder, more 


desperate for him. 


Lars struggles a second and sits up, bending higher in the waist rather than his hips, keeping my fingers deep 
inside him as he reaches for my cock and wraps his fingers around my it. He grips me almost painfully hard 
and strokes quickly. | speed up my hand in response, fucking him harder, spreading my fingers, stretching him 
as much as | can - fighting against the tensing of his muscles, the pulsing of his inside walls as he gets harder 


and more turned on. 


"Fuck me, James, | can't hold out much longer,” he pleas through gritted teeth, even as he rocks his hips, 
fucking himself against my hand. | push a little harder with my fingers, spurred on by his movements, the way 


he moans my name, just as much as the way he's stroking me. 


With another bruising kiss against his mouth, pulling him up towards me even further by a hand splayed solidly 
across the back of his shoulders, | start to pull my fingers out. 


"Are you sure?" Why the fuck am | asking that now? Fuck. | mentally slap myself for giving him the 
opportunity to change his mind. 


"Now, motherfucker." 


With that, | finish withdrawing my fingers and go to pick up the lube, but find Lars already has it. Seeing him 
sitting there, legs spread ready, trembling hands squeezing lube onto his fingers, makes my breath catch in my 
throat. Again. Fuck. 


| tip my head back and bite my lip as he reaches forward and starts to spread it over my cock, around the 
head and down the shaft, pressing firmly along the underside on the way back up. | want to watch - fuck do | 
want to watch - but | can't. If | watch the way his fingers slide over me now - the feeling of his small, rough 
hand sliding smoothly up and down my length - I'll never make it inside him. 


"Uuh, jeez, Lars.. Oh fuck.." My fingers hold tightly to his thighs, digging into his flesh as he wraps his entire 
hand around me and strokes once, twice. Then he moves his hand up to my stomach and slides around to grip 


my hips. 


Finally, | look back down, running my hands up his bent thighs to his hips, over his cock, and back down to that 
sensitive flesh where his legs end, just brushing against his balls. With his gasp, | know he's finally ready, even 


if he is nervous again. But, then again, l'm nervous too. 


I'm about to fuck Lars. 

| push him back down onto the couch, leaning my weight over him on one arm as my other hand guides my 
cock to his ass. This is going to be much different from my fingers, so | know I'm going to have to take it 
slow. 

As the head of my cock presses against his hole, he tenses slightly. 

"Relax again, Lars. This is it. This'll feel fucking great, | promise." 

Lars nods and takes a deep breath, his hands running up and down along the sides of my chest and my 
shoulders as | guide my cock into him. He cries out as the head presses in, stretching him to accommodate its 
flared helmet, and | soothe him as much as | can, considering | can't pull a full breath right now. 

He tenses as soon as it's through the tightest of the muscle, gasping hard. 

"Shit... shit.. James... shit..." 

"IFs okay, it's okay. That bits over now." And if I'm not careful the whole thing will be over in a second. Every 
twitch of his muscles is threatening to send me over the edge right now, and he's trembling so hard he can 
barely keep still. | bring my other hand down to rest near his head, holding my weight evenly. 

"Just wait for a bit?" He pleads, sweat rolling from his chest now. 

"Yeah, just relax. Hold still" | need to stop anyway. | grit my teeth and hold on as much as | can with Lars’ 
hands still moving over my body. His hands slide across my back, around to my chest, rub over my ripples and 
then down to my hips, before going back up to my back. | don't think he realizes what he's doing to me, but | 
can't relax enough to speak right now. Every muscle is concentrating on not coming. 

Concentrating on not thrusting. 


"Okay, | think... | think I'm okay now.." Lars whispers. 


"That's good.. just.. gimme a second. Don't move." I'm still not okay. That whisper didn't help. God, everything 
about him right now is so fucking horny, and he's been teasing me all night, and I'm too fucking close. 


Just as | think I'm starting to get myself under control, Lars tenses a little, whimpers as he tilts his head 
back. Shit. 


"Don't! Lars, fuck" | just need a second. 


‘lm sorry.. sorry." he pants. "I'm just getting used to it..." 


A shiver runs through my body, the movement pushing my cock further in. 


Fuck, so tight. So fucking tight - and hot. I've never felt anything like this before, the way he's clinging to me. | 
don't know if he's tensing or if its the muscle I'm pushing though. | can't tell. 


As | hold my breath the urgent feeling of my orgasm passes and | slowly start to push further in, pressing 
my hips firmly up against his ass. 


"Oh fuck. fuck. that's it.. shit, thats all of it." 

Im inside him, filing him as much as l'm able, and the look on his face tells me it's as much as he needs. 
"You okay?" 

‘Mmm... yeah, Im ok" 


"Tell me, Lars, what's it feel like?" God, | so desperately want to know. | want to feel it myself, see if my own 


fingers compare to this. 


"Full. so full.. and pressure, fuck, it feels like I'm about to explode. | can feel you.. every time you twitch, it 
goes straight to my cock." His voice is quiet, strained, and just like earlier | can almost feel everything he's 


describing. 
| lower myself to my elbows, face to face with him, and flex my hips, pulling out a little way and then back in. 
"How about now?" 


"Shit, James you're almost there.. | can feel pressure against those nerves.. it's there but not quite..." Even as 


he's finishing talking | pull out again, rolling my hips as | push in a little harder. 


"FUCK! Fuck, yes! Oh my God, that's it" Lars' cries and the way his fingers dig into my shoulders spurs me on, 


and | repeat the movement, a little harder. 


Lars gasps, arches his hips against me, and moans again, clutching at me as | start to build up a rhythm, 
pulling out a little further each time, thrusting in a little harder. He reaches one hand back up above his head, 
holding onto the couch, and the other pulls on the back of my neck as he raises his head and kisses me hard, 
his tongue this time flicking at my lips until | open for him, letting him establish the same rhythm with his 


tongue as l'm fucking him with. 


l'm breathing as hard as | can through my nose, Lars swallowing every grunt and cry as | fuck him hard, his 
moans and shouts muffled by my lips until he has to pull away to breathe- and then | get the sound I've 
heard from next door so many times, right here in front of me. His mouth falls open and every hard thrust 


forces his breath out of his lungs, panting, yelping whenever | hit his prostate directly, urging me on, harder, 


faster. 


| grit my teeth and groan in effort, my hips driving against his ass, his knees gripping hard up around my 
waist. I'm so close, but | have to make Lars come. Even as everything gets hazy around the edges and all | can 
focus on is the tightness as | thrust my cock in deep and the pressure trying to keep me there as | pull out 
again. | know | have to give Lars what he wants. | have to make him come while there's something fucking him 


deep and hard, make him come while that pressure is there, make him fucking feel it. 


| drop my head down next to his and shift my weight to one arm, my breath right against his ear as | move 
one arm down between us, not slowing my thrusts, and wrap my hand around his cock. As soon as | grab it | 


can feel it throbbing against my palm, already on the edge. 


Lars‘ cries get louder, right in my ear now, and he turns his head, planting messy kisses on my neck with what 
little control he has. Both of his hands by now grip tightly at my waist, his nails digging in as he arches up to 
meet my thrusts. 


| can feel him clenching around me now, each time getting tighter and longer, his body preparing for his 
orgasm. Under my hand his cock swells, his nails dig in harder, and his short pants and cut off cries bleed into 
each other, becoming longer, louder- then he tips his head back, the top of it pressing into the cushions 
beneath him, his throat exposed as he goes stiff beneath me, the muscles in his ass contracting hard and 
pulsing so fast it almost blinds me. 


It feels as though his muscles are pulling me in, holding so tight that every muscle in my legs and ass are 

struggling to keep thrusting in and out, until my own orgasm locks them all in tight. | push in as hard as | can, 
every muscle tense and frozen as | hold myself as far inside Lars as | can, the contractions of his ass and the 
throbbing of my own cock all sending tremors right through my body, until | can barely keep myself supported 
on my elbow. Lars’ cock still pulses in my hand, so | keep stroking it, the movement erratic but gentling as my 


own orgasm fades. 
"Shit... oh shit, shit." | gasp as | rest my head on Lars’ shoulder, trying not to collapse on him too hard. 


Lars doesn't move at first, except the hard and fast rise and fall of his chest as he tries to recover. His 
hands occasionally tense on my skin as the last of the pleasure shoots through his body. 


| don't want to move either, but | don't want to crush him and this couch isn't wide enough for two to lay on. | 


reluctantly push myself up, shakily get a knee underneath me, and gently pull out of Lars. 


Even though I'm gentle, he starts a little and moans, one hand coming up to wipe across his eyes before he 
blinks up at me, still not quite with it. | smile in apology, my lungs still not up to producing breath for words 


yet, and lean back on my heels. 


Fuck, that was something else.. something entirely new, and | enjoyed every minute of it. Lars looks like he did 


too, the way he's laying there staring up at me with a lazy grin on his face. 


"Man.. my dream never ended like that," he says, the first to get his breath back. 
"Never?" | thought he only had the one. 


"Yeah. Some lasted longer than others." Lars pulls himself up to a sitting position and leans against the arm of 


the couch, still facing me, grinning. 

Why do | get the feeling I'm still missing something here? 

While | try let my brain recover, | fish Lars’ glass out from under the cushion and lean forward to pour us 
each a drink. Lars runs his fingers down my sweaty back as | do, and fuck it feels nice, that light touch after 
my body just went though so much. 

| sit back with the drinks, a little closer to him, passing him his drink and letting my hand nearest him rest on 
the couch, just touching the side of his naked thigh. Strange, how it was awkward touching each other in 
clothes not that long ago, and now l'm sitting here staring at Lars's softened cock as he wipes come off his 


chest with a t-shirt. 


| borrow it after him and clean myself up, resting my hand back against the side of his thigh nonchalantly 
after l'm done and sipping my drink. 


"What did you mean, it never ended like that?" | ask after contemplating it a while. 
"Well, when | dream about it, | always wake up before you finish fucking me." 


| choke on my drink, coughing half of it into the t-shirt sitting next to me before it ends up all over the 
couch. Maybe we haven't come so far since the end of the night after all. 


"Before / finish fucking you?" 


"Yeah," that cheeky smile is back. "I come so hard when | wake up after having that dream.. it's the only 
dream that makes me wake up needing to come in the middle of the night. 


"So.. when you don't have groupies in there.." All those times I've laid awake listening to him? All the times | 
know he's alone and he yells out loud before muffling himself with his pillow? 


This time, he blushes and looks away, down into his drink. 
"Yeah, it's you in my dream. | didn't tell you that, huh?" 


No, he certainly didn't. | think I'd remember if he did. 


| think | like it though, knowing he was getting off over dreams of me while | was finger fucking myself to the 
sound of his orgasm next door. Maybe one day I'll tell him that. 


